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The Entropy Theory 
BLACK : 
FADE IN: 


INSERT: Muffled sound of jet engines inside a moving 
aircraft. A manicured female hand places a matchbook-sized 
chrome disc into a black calfskin briefcase. 


SUPER: Midnight, Airspace 20 Miles From Jerusalem 


INT. PRIVATE JET - NIGHT 


Twelve seats, empty except for one in the back. Exterior 
aircraft marker lights flash on and off through otherwise 
dark portholes. 


In the last seat is TULLA MORREN (first name pronounced like 
Ella) 34-ish. She’s dressed in top Italian business formal, 
amazing shoes and suit. Something Mediterranean about her. A 
variety of telephones surround Tulla’s seating area, nicely 
integrated. Seven in total, they look modern yet old school, 
with small color-coded lights offset from their dial pads. 


Tulla closes her briefcase, stares out her window toward the 
receding city center of Jerusalem. She checks her wristwatch, 
expression blank. 

A bright but small flash explodes from a point in the middle 
of Jerusalem itself. Tulla turns her head from the window. 
Once the flash has gone, Tulla looks back. 


POV -— TULLA: A thermonuclear mushroom cloud rises from the 
center of Jerusalem. 


BACK TO: 
Tulla is stoic. The telephones in front of her buzz and flash 
in turn. Two, three, five, all seven. She casually pushes a 
small switch on the console to silence them all. 
CUT TO BLACK: 
FADE IN: 


SUPER: Belgium, Nine Hours Later (Near Brussels Nord Station) 


INT. APARTMENT - DAY 


Small and bleak. 


Bits of sun try to penetrate blinds and drawn curtains. 
People come and go around a busy train station, outside. 


An OVERWEIGHT EGYPTIAN MAN, 40s, in T-shirt, jockey shorts, 
dress socks, stands in a run-down kitchen and pours hot tea. 


This is The Journalist (Journo). Haggard, a little sweaty. He 
moves to a kitchen table where a small micro-cassette 
recorder unit sits upright, a tape cartridge next to it. The 
journo has a seat, places his tea, grabs and inserts the 
cartridge. He clears his throat, pushes RECORD. 


JOURNO 
("Posh” English accent) 
I am the journalist who came to you 
under the name Galileo. Yes, sorry 
for this decidedly old fashioned 
cassette machine. I’1l explain the 
need for it later. 


Couple beats. 


JOURNO (CONT'D) 
These people, they are not what 
they seem. DNA Sequence Data 
Analysis tells us they are made of 
the same stuff as we are. Human 
beings. And yet there are strong 
external indications that they are 
in fact not of this species, at 
all. Even perhaps, or quite likely, 
not of this earth at all. 


He stops the tape, thinks for a moment. There’s a sound OS, 
heavy footfalls. Against the din of the city, the sound gets 
no attention. The Journo switches the tape back to RECORD. 


JOURNO (CONT’D) 
I have clear evidence that these 
people, whomever they are, have 
been manipulating human 
affairs...our society...our 
politics...for a period of several 
centuries. But, they are flawed. 
Just like we are. Did they start 
this way, I wonder. 


A polite knock at his door. He freezes. A knock again. He 
stops recording. Waits. 


The few electric lights in the apartment go away as the power 
is cut. Sunlight surrounds the windows through the blinds. It 
is otherwise dark. 


oh 


The front door is hit by something heavy. Journo gets up from 
the table as the door breaks-in. 


We do not see INTRUDERS as they swarm the apartment. Three 
high-powered flashlight beams rove the space, focus on the 
Journo. AD LIB cries in French military lingo tell the Journo 
not to move, and to comply with orders. 


EXT. ABANDONED SOVIET-ERA FACTORY FACILITY - NIGHT - EST. 
SUPER: Outskirts of Eastern Berlin, Germany 


Enormous grounds of an abandoned Soviet-era factory. Huge and 
Expressionist. Shadows, darkness, scant lighting. 


INT. BAR AREA 


In a giant empty space within the factory, WE SEE a small 
corner-style bar like something in a premium club. Candles 
and colorful liquor on the shelves. To the right of the bar 
is a hallway. On top of the left side of the bar are paper 
documents, tiny maps, black and white photos. Workspace? 


A small fireplace made entirely of candles burns a few steps 
from the left of the bar, in a connected lounge with circular 
seats. Sitting here is a tall authoritative woman. Dressed 
Paris runway, this is COMMANDER III, 38-ish, pulled together, 
somewhat severe. She smokes a Treasurer brand cigarette, 
reads a report from a manila folder, perturbed. 


Sound OS of a heavy door closing. Footsteps approach. From 
the darkness steps a sharply dressed FEMALE AGENT, Asian, 28, 
pushing the wheelchair-bound Journo— still in his jockey 
shorts, T-shirt, dress socks. 


The wheelchair is not typical, but subtly unusual in design. 
The journo is organically sealed to the chair with a clear 
and slightly iridescent material, like cellophane wrap. The 
Journo’s shoulders and head are uncovered. 


JOURNO 
(to Commander IIT) 
It’s you, of course. Fashionable. 


COMMANDER III 
(smiles; moderate French 
accent ) 
Funny man. But I’m glad you like 
the clothes. 


Commander III, arms crossed, walks around the Journo, 
casually examines him. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
I respect that you were able to get 
so close to us. You are a tenacious 
man. And clever. But you have 
nothing for the effort. 


JOURNO 
Are you going to kill me, now? 
Perhaps on video? 


The commander’s answer is silence. 


JOURNO (CONT'D) 
What I’ve been dying to 
ask—apparently—is who are you 
people? Really. You’re not a nation 
or military group known by name. 


COMMANDER 
Oooo, it’s so obvious? 


EXT. SOVIET-ERA FACTORY - NIGHT 


Sleek late model Mercedes limo enters the grounds. The limo 
drives to a receiving area, stops. 


POV: A SURVEILLANCE CAMERA 


...observes the scene as Tulla exits the limo, walks toward a 
Single entry door, heels clicking loudly as she moves. 


BACK TO: 


Tulla arrives at the door. A small old-fashioned metal viewer 
hatch is here. The opposite side of the hatch opens, showing 
a barely discernible black MAN, 45-ish, looking out through 
the grille. The man studies Tulla for a moment, leaves the 
view. Latches tumble, the door opens. 


INT. BAR AREA 
Scene continues with Commander III and Journo. 
COMMANDER III 
You work primarily for Harvard 


Business Review, yes? 


JOURNO 
And others. 


COMMANDER III 
Tell me. 


JOURNO 
I’m certain you know all about it. 
Can we just get to the point of 
this, please? 


COMMANDER III 
Impatient. You shouldn’t be. 


Clicking heels from OS. A shadow grows from the hallway at 
the right of the bar. It’s Tulla. Briefcase in hand, she 
stops in the doorway. The commander notes Tulla’s arrival 
only by looking her direction for a beat. 


The commander stands, motions to the Asian agent. The agent 
reaches into her suit and produces a flat metallic case. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
I have a small crisis to attend 
right now, so this will be quick. 


The agent opens the case. Inside is a slim hypodermic 
syringe, filled by half with a clear liquid. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Regretfully—and I do mean that, 
it’s not for show—regretfully, you 
must be eliminated. 


JOURNO 
You can’t be serious. 


Tulla, zero expression, watches from across the space as the 
Asian agent pulls the hypodermic, checks the needle. 


COMMANDER III 
Your ashes will be returned and 
kindly scattered around your 
birthplace in Egypt. I can 
otherwise assist you no further. 


JOURNO 
Now, wait a moment— 


The commander makes another hand motion. The Asian agent 
gently grabs the Journo’s face from behind, tilts his head to 
the side and holds it. With her other hand, she 
professionally inserts the needle into the Journo’s right 
nostril. The Journo is at first in pain, but then his eyes 
widen as life departs him, in silence. 


COMMANDER III 
Leave nothing. 


The agent nods, wheels the Journo away. 


6. 


A door in the back of the small bar opens. A 56-ish BARTENDER 
enters, his manner obedient and military. He’s dressed as one 
might expect a bartender to be, and with long hair ina 
European-style ponytail. He has visible, elaborate ink 
(tattoos) on his arms. His face reveals nothing. He comes to 
military “rest” position, but with hands in front of him. 


Commander III, folder in hand, walks briskly to the left 
corner of the bar, stands there. She motions her shot glass 
toward the bartender. He pours her a bourbon, neat. His 
actions are formal, precise. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
(sarcastically melodic) 
Tulla... 


Tulla walks into scene as the bartender returns to his rest 
position. Tulla stops at the right corner of the bar. The 
commander regards Tulla with disappointment. A couple beats 
as the commander allows Tulla to just stand there. Finally, 
the commander walks to Tulla. The commander is easily three 
inches taller. 


The commander reaches out, gently holds Tulla’s chin in her 
hand. The commander smiles, Tulla’s expression remains blank. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
The middle of the night and here we 
are. With so many questions. 


Commander III gives Tulla an energetic backhanded slap to the 
face. Not insane, but efficient. Tulla absorbs the blow, 
stays expressionless. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Baits 


Tulla takes a barstool, places her briefcase on the bar in 
front of her as the commander walks back to her drink and 
smoke. The commander sits, seems tired. She does a lazy point 
toward the bartender. He steps casually in front of Tulla, 
his hand out and open, wanting something. 


The two briefly stare at one another. Tulla reaches into her 
suit jacket, pulls a B&T brand assassin’s pistol, hands it 
off to the bartender, grip first. He exits the rear bar door 
with the weapon. 


The commander downs her shot of bourbon, one gulp. She pulls 
a paper document from in front of her: A map. She tosses the 
map toward Tulla, who looks at it blankly. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Jerusalem. And you saw it from the 
air! How wonderful. Their 
government kept the Middle East 
manageable. And now? Chaos. Pure. 
Fucking. Chaos. 


Tulla clears her throat to speak. The bartender returns 
through the rear door, sees the commander’s bourbon is empty 
and pours another right away. When done, he again goes to his 
rest position. 


TULLA 
(Israeli/Mediterranean) 
You're not responsible, ma’am. 


COMMANDER III 
How could I be responsible? I was 
here, enjoying a drink. 


The commander shoots a brief look to the bartender, who does 
not respond. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Of course I’m responsible. You have 
overseen Middle Eastern and African 
affairs for years. And as chance 
would have it, I am your commander. 
See how that fits? 

(crushes-out cigarette) 
Meanwhile, Jerusalem has been 
completely destroyed by a small but 
quite efficient nuclear device, 
eight times more powerful than 
Nagasaki. Jerusalem is simply no 
more. Do you actually understand 
what this means? 


TULLA 
War is possible. Retaliation. 


COMMANDER III 
Bah. We would never allow that. But 
isn’t it clear to you that 400 
years of work...?! Like it never 
happened! All is now completely 
disrupted. Decades to erase. 


TULLA 
It was necessary. 


COMMANDER III 
Necessary?! Tu ne comprends rien! 


Necessary?! 
(MORE) 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
(tries to relax) 
You have been corrupted by these 
lesser people. People we are here 
to help not to harm, I remind you. 


The commander pointedly grabs her shot glass, consumes it in 
a gulp, motions to the bartender for more. The bartender 
pours the shot, returns to his rest position. The commander 
then lights another Treasurer. 


On this a small green LED flashes once, near the bartender. 
He sees, immediately exits. The commander notes this with her 
eyes, continues. 


COMMANDER III (CONT'D) 
You have very few friends right 
now— here, off-world, wherever. 


TULLA 
A price I will pay. 


In a blind rage, the commander sweeps some of her papers off 
the top of the bar. 


COMMANDER III 
How can this possibly serve a 
purpose?! How can we maintain order 
with these primitive people if you 
cannot control our jurisdiction? 


The commander composes herself. She drills Tulla with her 
eyes, considering the next move. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Certainly you remember why we’re 
here, agent Morren. 


TULLA 
Yes, commander. We make deals with 
the scientifically advanced, who 
have no idea who we are. We shine 
for those we think are most like 
us. We are completely Darwinian. 


COMMANDER III 
Yes, and what of it? It is 
statecraft. Nothing more. It’s 
life. It’s what we do. 


TULLA 
Allowing the extinction of 
innumerable species, simply because 
one is stronger than the other? 


COMMANDER III 
Survival is all there is. This 
world’s entire history for the last 
four-billion years was written by 
survivors. Extinction events have 
smiled upon survivors each time. 
Rewarded them. All as it should. 


The bartender returns through the rear door. In his right 
hand is a chrome disc like the one Tulla had on the private 
jet. He brings the disc to the commander. She takes it. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Anyway, how fucking ordinary is 
that? We learn this as children! 
Genetics and chemical coding 
troubles you? Why? You have done 
well under it all. It is the way of 
all life, everywhere. We are built 
to succeed, or not. Extinction is 
merely correction. 


TULLA 
Then why do we interfere? If the 
survivors are the best of the lot, 
why should they need us? 


Commander III smiles, almost mischievously. 


COMMANDER III 
Dear Tulla. You ask what you 
already know. Even superior design 
needs assistance now and again, to 
be rid of inferiority and the 
unfortunate abundance of useless 
materials. Weakness. 


TULLA 
Rationalization. 


In the commander’s hand, the chrome disk beeps once. She 
stares at it, looks toward Tulla. The commander takes the 
disc, places it on her ear. 


COMMANDER III 
Western 402. Sir, I agree, but it 
could easily— 


Tulla smiles, unseats from her barstool, brazenly takes one 
of the Treasurer cigarettes from the commander’s pack. She 
puts it in her mouth, walks away toward the fireplace. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
Yes, Sir. Understood. 


10. 


The commander slowly hands the disc back to the bartender. 


INT. CANDLE FIREPLACE LOUNGE 


The commander walks a few steps to the lounge as Tulla lights 
her stolen cigarette off one of the candles. Tulla has a 
seat, the commander remains standing. 


COMMANDER III 
That was home. Raw theory is no 
longer applicable. They want you 
eliminated. Before daylight. 
They will, however, be more lenient 
than you deserve— if you’ll be so 
good as to reveal what you’ve done 
with the second but thankfully much 
smaller nuclear device. 


Tulla smiles, peacefully. 


TULLA 
And why would I do that? 


COMMANDER III 
Yes. Hundreds of years shaping this 
world, its culture, organic 
resources, technology— all to 
waste. And your own life, over. 


The commander looks away from scene, stressed. 


COMMANDER III (CONT’D) 
This world will not last without 
us, Tulla. They are far too 
unsophisticated to properly evolve 
without assistance. Like children, 
really. Children who cannot learn. 


TULLA 
Entropy. They are primitive, 
indeed. And they are now free to 
develop and learn on their own. As 
it should be. If they die as a 
species, and they probably will— 
then they die. Isn’t the purity, 
the science of survival what’s most 
important to you, after all? 


A standoff. 


COMMANDER 
Enough. Where is it? 


11. 


Tulla stands, confronts the commander face-on. 
Beat. 


Tulla suddenly pulls the commander’s face to her own, 
delivering a quick and passionate kiss that’s all too short: 


The briefcase Tulla left on the bar erupts into the miniature 
sun of a low-yield nuclear detonation. 


Screen goes to absolute white over sounds of immense 
destruction and howling atomic winds. 


Credits roll. 


END. 


